THE MAGNATES

through the wide corridors of the house. It was one o'clock in the morn
ing. He opened the door of Francois's room, and switched on the lighl
There was a scream from the bed. Jacqueline was lying in the exac
place in which Francois had been found dead three nights earlier. Shi
had dragged herself there in a semi-hypnotic state.

The nurse appeared, panic-stricken, through the communicating door
"I can't think what's happened," she stuttered,   "I was tired ... ]
heard nothing."

"Very well, but try to be a little more efficient," said Noel harshly. "Go
and make yourself some coffee, if you need it. Luckily I wasn't asleep!"
He picked up Jacqueline in his arms and was surprised to find her
so light. "Like a bullfinch," Lartois had said. Her disordered hair,
matted by fever, had fallen over her eyes. She was delirious and kept
saying: "Frangois! Francois! Leave me with Francois," shaking her
father-in-law's huge shoulders with her convulsive trembling. Through
her nightdress he was aware of the thin, naked body quivering, the
body of his son's wife, and he felt a certain unease as if he had touched
something sacred and taboo, as if he had been compelled to commit
some involuntary desecration.

When he had taken her back to her room, he returned to his son's
and found what he wanted, files piled up on the flap of a desk, then
went back along the corridors, followed by his own huge shadow,, say-
ing to himself: "It was Maublanc, that bastard Maublanc!... Of
course, if I had told him . .. But I couldn't know that he was so sensi-
tive ! He took too much after his mother,"

Going to his room, he placed the files on a table, and listened to the
silence that had fallen over the house. No sound came from beyond the
dividing wall where lay the. Baronne Schoudler's room. "Poor Ad&le's
asleep," he thought. "Just as well; she needs it. And I hope Jacque-
line's gone to sleep too. The nurse said she would give her a sleeping-
draught. And my old father's asleep. And the children are asleep. And
I shall work alone in this great house whose only support I am. That is
how it should be. I must sort all Francois's papers, see what should be
kept, what destroyed..."

For a long time he searched through the blue folders, from time to
time frowning at an indecipherable word, or taking a note. Sonchelles
,.. orders for machinery; sports grounds; the plans must all be com-
pleted ... He took his head in his hands arid pushed the Sonchelles file
to one side. "I'll look at that later... L'Echo du Matin what plans
hadheforZ/E^/io?"

He read the haphazard notes. ''News must be direct, precise and im-
mediate. The reader must have the feeling that everything that is hap~
pening in the world ... The literary editor's department must be moved
to the room on the second floor ... The whole of the last page should
be photographs"
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